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For my honors capstone project, I created an artistic piece called “Invisible Starlit.”
“Invisible Starlit” is a one-woman show about my childhood years as I struggled with being
bullied and unnoticed. This script is non-fiction and gives readers a first-hand look at the effects
of bullying and metaphoric invisibility through my eyes as it happened to me with a comedic
twist for relief. What started out as just a short, personal paper for one of my theatre classes
turned out to be an entire play after I found myself continuing to write more about my personal
experiences with bullying and being unnoticed. The process it took to write this script involved
long nights of pondering my own thoughts and memories while jotting down notes regarding
past stories that I could highlight within this play. In addition, while I understand that bullying is
not a laughable topic, I found it necessary to add comic relief to this play because I am a personal
fan of comedy. Lastly, this play progresses through my stages of identity development as a
result of bullying, but due to a surprising turn of events, I blossomed out of my invisible shell
and became a “star.”

Invisible Starlit
A One-Woman Show
By: Lindsey Grandt

(Lights come up on Lindsey who is standing on her head to represent the aftermath o f getting a
“swirly ” in a toilet.)
Lindsey:

(To audience.) Well, this is it. Another day, another toilet that I find myself stuck

in. A day in the life of Lindsey Lee Grandt. But I guess it could be worse. At least there are no
boys in here this time. (Makes her way out o f the toilet and walks over to the sinks, leaning on
one.) Now, I am in 1st grade and normally I would attempt to escape from this dungeon by just
simply walking out the door, but I know better than to try. Lord knows that Nate and Roosevelt
are on the other side holding the door shut, like always. But, to be honest, I kind of prefer it in
here. I am alone, nobody is around to push me, laugh at me, or step on me. Why would I ever
want to go back out there? (pause.) Now, it didn’t always used to be like this. In my day care
classes, I was actually very popular and I had more friends than I could count on my fingers. I
guess it really all started in Kindergarten during my first school fire drill. I was in the bathroom
and the alarm went off, and naturally I had no idea what was going on. I ran back to the
classroom to find that neither my teacher nor classmates were there. Completely terrified, I did
the only thing a 5-year-old would know to do. I hid, under the teacher’s desk to be exact. It
wasn’t until 7 minutes later that my teacher and classmates walked back in from outside. When I
heard them, I proceeded to come out from under the desk only to be yelled at for not being
outside with the rest of the class. And believe it or not, I received a detention in Kindergarten.
Now it wasn’t until later in my life that I realized that this was total bullshit! Mrs. Carey forgot

about me. She didn’t notice that I was gone. SHE SHOULD HAVE BEEN FIRED! (Collects
herself.) But no matter. Everything happens for a reason... right?
(Lights down. "Born This Way ”plays. Scene change to hallway setting with coat racks and
hooks on the wall above a series o f cubby spaces.)
Lindsey:

(Lights up. Music fades. To audience.) Ilove 1st grade because I have my own

cubby and hook. I come here every school day to hang up my coat and backpack, leaving my
lunch in the cubby with my name on it. (Pulls books out o f backpack.) These are my books.
This one is my favorite because—
Nate:

(Nate enters from downstage center and launches books out o f Lindsey’s hands.)

Move midget!
Lindsey:

(Collecting booksfrom the floor. To audience.) Never mind, it doesn’t matter. I

should just get out of the hallway. I always seem to be in the way. In fact, this situation was a
daily occurrence of Nate and Roosevelt’s that seemed to become ritualistic. Every day, these
words were uttered like a broken record in a rather simultaneous and repetitive fashion.
Nate

Lindsey

Get out of my way midget

Excuse me

Get out of my way you freak

Sorry about that

Go to the back of the line where you belong

Don’t mind me

Go somewhere you are actually wanted

Wait, that isn’t very nice

Oops, I didn’t notice you there

(pause)

Roosevelt

Lindsey

Get out of my way midget

Excuse me

Get out of my way you freak

Sony about that

Go to the back of the line where you belong

Don’t mind me

Go somewhere you are actually wanted

What did I do to deserve this?

Oops, I didn’t notice you there

........................ (pause)

Nate

Lindsey

Get out of my way midget

Excuse me

Get out of my way you freak

Sorry about that

Go to the back of the line where you belong

Don’t mind me

Go somewhere you are actually wanted

Why does this keep
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happening to me?
Oops, I didn’t notice you there

........................ (pause)

(Lindsey exits to classroom stage right. Lights down. Wait 5 seconds before lights up. Enter
gymnasium from stage rightfo r gym class. Scene change: To audience.) My 2 grade gym
class... I always hated it! Now don’t get me wrong. I absolutely adore sports and physical
activity, but in order to take part in such an act, one must first be picked for a team. This was
easier said than done, especially in my case. While I was nowhere near the worst player in the
class, my tiny stature seemed to always land me at the bottom of the totem pole. They even

picked 200 pound Jeffrey Hansen over me! In fact, those who ended up being stuck with me
would always tell each other the same thing.
Roosevelt:

Alright you guys, we are going to lose anyway so just do your best and don’t pass

the ball to Lindsey, ever!
Lindsey:

Jesus Christ! And trust me, my other teammates literally did everything they

could to prevent me from getting the ball, even if it meant slamming me into the wall. Now
obviously my parents began to notice that bruises were starting to develop all over me, but I was
too embarrassed to tell them where they actually came from. So, I just told them that I fell down
on my way home from school... and they bought it. After a while, I became very good at hiding
my feelings because even if I were to express them, the others always seemed to be wearing
blinders. So, I just decided to adopt their idea. (Puts on giant, black sunglasses.) At least I’ll fit
in some way. ( “Underground”plays. Lights down. Scene change to hallway near cafeteria.
Hair changes from side pony tail to messy bun on top o f head. Lights up. Lindsey is seen
waiting in a line with other classmates. Music fades. To audience.) I am in 3rd grade and I am
so close to the chicken nuggets! The one food on the lunch menu that I always look forward to.
I got my lunch ticket and I am at the front of the line. Everything is just perfect. Nothing could
possibly ruin this moment, (pause. Looks o ff down the hallway.) Why is Nate walking towards
me with that garbage can? I wonder if Mr. Cheng put him on garbage duty for bad behavior.
Serves him right, the jerk. (Nate approaches Lindsey menacingly with the garbage can.)
Nate:
garbage can.)

Garbage can, meet the freak. Freak, meet garbage can. (Pushes Lindsey into

Lindsey:

(Fake laughs.) Ha-ha, good one Nate. (Sarcasm.) Wow, the garbage can is a

new one. My classmates sure are getting creative with their torture techniques. (Removes
herselffrom the garbage can.) Now where did my lunch ticket go? (Looks aroundfor ticket
With pitied sarcasm.) What a surprise, Nate stole it. No problem, this 32 pound girl doesn’t
need to eat. O f course your 150 pound self needs to eat more than I do. Whatever, guess I’ll just
go sit by my cubby until lunch is over. (Puts sunglasses back on, but then takes them back off.)
Why don’t these work? (Lights down. Scene change to playground where students are getting
themselves lined up fo r their class picture. Hair changesfrom messy bun to down. Lights up.)
Ugh... picture day. Now, most schools just take individual shots of their students, but here at
Schneider, for some reason our faculty finds it necessary to take full group shots of each class.
This is equivalent to my worst nightmare. Since I am now a 5th grader, the annual drill of taking
these pictures has never been a rewarding experience. In my earlier years, I always made a point
to look cute for all of my pictures, but it has gotten to the point where I just don’t care anymore.
No matter what I do or how I look, the same thing happens every year when I try to find a spot in
the picture.
Roosevelt:

(Leans over Lindsey to talk to her, belittling her.) What do you think you’re

doing? Why are you in the front? Who do you think you are? Nobody wants to see your midget
self! Stand in the back where you belong! We actually want our parents to buy these pictures!
Lindsey:

(To audience.) It was at this very moment that something inside of me just

snapped and I was about to do something that would spark an incredible turn of events. (To
Roosevelt.) Roosevelt... SHUT-UP! IT IS TIME TO FIND A NEW PERSON TO PICK ON
BECAUSE I AM DONE BEING YOUR PERSONAL PUNCHING BAG! FROM NOW ON,
w

YOU ARE THROUGH! YOU HAVE NO POWER OVER ME! (The song “Listen "plays as

Lindsey steps out o f her black shoes and into her sparkle shoes. Blackout. Music fades. Scene
is set up to look like that o f a high school hallway with one row o f three lockers stage left.
Lindsey is now a senior in high school and is rummaging through her locker to get her materials
fo r her next class. Hair is down and straight with bangs pinned back Lights up.)
Lindsey:

(To audience.) It seems like forever since I exploded on Roosevelt, but I

will never forget it for as long as I live. (Looks down at her new shoes.) Oh, the shoes? Yeah,
they’re my new thing. I ditched those old black ones. I mean, they only made me blend in with
the shadows. I must always stand out from the others in every way possible, even with my
shoes. If my shoes don’t blind people, then I am not satisfied. But enough about the shoes. So
much has happened to me over the seven years I have been out of elementary school. Now,
being a senior in high school, I am at the top of the food chain again, but this time, I actually feel
like the predator and not the prey. I am no longer afraid of garbage cans or school pictures, nor
do I cringe at the sight of the boy’s bathroom. Everything is just tranquil to say the least, but it
didn’t just get this way over night. You see, after my emotional blow-up, I went home and sat
down to take a look at my life. What I have done and if I wanted to continue down this path.
Obviously I answered this question quickly with a firm, “Hell no.” As a result, I made a vow
that from then on, I would participate in activities and actions that would cause me to be highly
noticed, center of attention, or literally in the spotlight. One could even say that I took on a very
ritualistic pattern regarding my future choices in group involvement. For example, I participated
in (Lindsey performs a cheerleading hand motion on the word...) cheerleading for three years
and acted as a flyer or the person who gets thrown in the air. (Lindsey re-enacts a landingfo r a
cheerleading stunt.) Cradle, one two! (pause.) I figured that since I would always be getting
tossed around, it would be extremely difficult for people to not see me. Having always been the

person in front and on top put me directly in the center of everyone’s attention, which was the
exact position that I had been seeking for so long. Now, I know that when a lot of people think
of cheerleaders, they think of... (Lindsey acts out a rather biased confrontation scene between
two stereotypical cheerleaders.)
Alyssa:

Oh my god Becky, did you see those shoes?

Becky:

I know, they are like soooo fugly!

Alyssa:

Hey, do you want to like go get knocked up by the football team?

Becky:

Like, who wouldn’t?! (pause.)
Yep, dumb as bricks and slutty as all get out. But for me, cheerleading was a way for me

to open up, be loud for once, and be noticed. I needed cheerleading to say the least. Also, being
a part of the colorguard in a marching band for two years allowed me to be a major form of
visual entertainment. Again, the stereotypical colorguard member is apparently fat and the
whole squad is made up of all the cheerleading rejects. (Crosses arms and taps foot with an
annoyedface.) Well, obviously I blew a giant hole in that theory. Anyway, I began as a trumpet
player because I wanted to beat the tiny flute player cliche. (Takes trumpet out.) And hilarious
enough, I always played first chair because I had the most air and was the loudest of all of the
trumpet players. (Plays the B-flat scale on trumpet. Then sets it down.) Then I realized that
nobody ever notices the tiny trumpeter in the fourth row, but everyone notices the tiny girl
spinning the six-foot flag pole. So naturally, I found that this activity accurately fit my “stand
out” criteria. Theatre and performing arts fell into my lap starting in the sixth grade. The first
moment I saw my middle school stage, I instantly noticed how high up it was from the ground.
The only thing that could make the stage more incredible would be if I was to get the chance to

perform in its space, and I refused to rest until I made this vision a reality. From then on, theatre
remained a huge part of my life all the way through to this year, throughout which I landed
several roles including five leads. For example, as a junior I was casted in Girl, Interrupted as
Susanna Kaysen, a scandalous 19-year-old with Borderline Personality Disorder. I will never
forget that one line:
Susanna Kaysen:

Ay yo bitch! (Vulgar shimmying gesture.) Let’s get it on!

(Puts hand to mouth as if about to tell a secret.) You can just imagine what my parent’s
reaction to that was. And what better way to get myself noticed than to be on a high platform
speaking in front of hundreds of people from under my own personal spotlight? When I am on
stage, I am no longer only five feet tall. I am enormous with a strong sense of ever-lasting
empowerment and invincibility. Hearing the cheers coming from the audience after a
performance is how I knew that I had finally made peace with this moment, in which I had hit
the outer limits of my understanding of the world. Now suddenly, all of those old and depressing
poetic phrases became drastically altered into a memory that I am ecstatic to replay over and
over in my head between my classmates Devon, Lauren, and Matt:

Devon

Lindsey

Are you that one girl?

Why yes, I am that girl

Hey, I know you!

You know me?

That performance really blew me away!
I never knew you had such talent

Wow, really?
Thank you very much!

Pardon me, I will walk around you

You are too kind

Lauren

Lindsey

Are you that one girl?

Why yes, I am that girl

Hey, I know you!

You know me?

That performance really blew me away!

Wow, really?

I never knew you had such talent

Thank you very much!

Pardon me, I will walk around you

I could get used to this

Matt

Lindsey

Are you Lindsey?

Yes, I am

I remember you!

You remember me?

Yeah, from middle school choir? It’s me Matt.

(Remembers.) Oh yeah, Matt!

I always knew you had talent. Your voice is so pretty.

Thank you very much!

Well, it was nice seeing you again.

You too Matt

I hope I get to talk to you again soon.

I would like that

Lindsey:

(Ponders a moment about memories o f Matt. To audience.) Wow, I almost

forgot about how Matt came into the picture. Jeez, (Pulls ring outfrom pocket on puts it on left
ringfinger.) how could I forget. The one person I knew who had actually dealt with the same
type of bullying as I had in elementary school. We were both thirteen when we met during our

middle school’s first early morning choir rehearsal. We were both late bloomers so he had a
rather difficult time singing bass with the other boys. (Pulls out iPod and plays a bit o f a song
with a male’s voice cracking.) I on the other hand, sang alto so I always stood right next to him.
We both played instruments in the same band. He played the clarinet because it defied the male
instrument stereotype. When the spring musical came around, we were both casted as members
of the quartet in The Music Man Jr. He sang the lowest octave and I sang the highest. Both of
us secretly had feelings for each other, but we were too young to understand, so we hid them. It
wasn’t until our senior year in high school that we realized that our love and desire for each other
had only continued to blossom and had never disappeared, even after all these years. So, we
made it official on January 1st, 2010 and have been happily together ever since. And somehow,
through all of this, (Looks down at ring.) fate brought us together. This ring is a constant
reminder that while all odds had been against me, it only took the love and devotion of one
person to pull me out of my slump and show me that I am worth attention. And sharing the rest
of my life with him is the easiest (Holds up ring to audience.) promise I have ever made.
( “Perfect”plays. Lights down. Music fades.)
(Scene change to boy’s bathroom from the beginning o f the play. Lindsey is leaning against the
same sink while staring at the stall she was stuck in years ago. Lights up.)
Lindsey:

(To audience.) So, here we are again. It has been thirteen years since I have been

in here and it definitely feels strange to me. The difference now is that I am at peace with myself
and I am no longer haunted by the memories of these hallways and this bathroom. It is amazing,
even to me, that after all of these occurrences, life turned out to be fulfilling and everything
worked out in my favor in the end. I am on track with my education and a lucrative career is in
my future. I have a loving family and boyfriend by my side that make everything I do
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worthwhile. As for Nate and Roosevelt, I just found out recently that they are serving eighteen
years in jail for numerous robberies and several counts of battery. I am not surprised in the least
although, I can’t say that I don’t pity them a bit. It really wasn’t their fault that they were such
bullies. I mean, when a child grows up with parents like theirs’ and the label of being a bully, it
only makes sense that one would begin to take on that role. In the end, the real champion
prevailed and proved to knock the world off its feet. I know now that I am the only one who has
power over the person I choose to be. It is possible to stand up for yourself even when the other
person is twice as big as you.

Nobody is more important that I am no matter how inferior they

make me feel. I was bom this way, I am no longer underground, listen to me, I am perfect just
the way I am. Big things really do come in small packages; I am living proof. No longer
invisible (Throws large sunglasses to the side.)> forever a starlit (Puts star glasses on. "The
Climb" plays. Blackout. Music fades.)
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